CHAPTER  IV

Certainly the preceding year, the seventh of my life, had been
weighted for us with comprehensive disaster. I have not yet
mentioned that, at the beginning of my Mother's fatal illness,
misfortune came upon her brothers. I have never known the
particulars of their ruin, but, I believe in consequence of A.'s
unsuccessful speculations, and of the fact that E, had allowed
the use of his name as a surety, both my uncles were obliged to
fly from their creditors, and take refuge in Paris. This happened
just when our need was the sorest, and this, together with the
poignancy of knowing that their sister's devoted labours for
them had been all in vain, added to their unhappiness. It was
doubtless also the reason why, having left England, they wrote
to us no more, carefully concealing from us even their address,
so that when my Mother died, my Father was unable to com-
municate with them. I fear that they fell into dire distress;
before very long we learned that A. had died, but it was fifteen
years more before we heard anything of E., whose life had at
length been preserved by the kindness of an old servant, but
whose mind was now so clouded that he could recollect little
or nothing of the past; and soon he also died. Amiable, gentle,
without any species of practical ability, they were quite unfitted
to struggle with the world, which had touched them only to
wreck them.

The flight of my uncles at this particular juncture left me
without a relative on my Mother's side at the time of her
death. This isolation threw my Father into a sad perplexity.
His only obvious source of income - but it happened to be a
remarkably hopeful one - was an engagement to deliver a
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